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"  Tendebamque  manus  ripae  ulterioris  amore." 


VENICE. 


There  moves  a  spirit  over  seas  and  lands 

A  spirit  of  beauty,  from  eternity 

Born  into  time,  as  once  the  Deity, 

Who  dwells  in  temples  fashioned  not  with  hands, 

Entered  the  prison  of  humanity. 

Through  deep  woods  and  broad  hills  and  wild  loud 
shores 

Impartial. beauty  breathes,  so  implicate, 
So  interfused,  that  change  may  desolate 
No  splendour  but  the  spirit  still  restores 
Tranquillity  of  perfection  recreate. 

Of  all  fair  cities  on  the  circle  of  earth 
Reverend  for  echoes  of  antiquity, 
The  spirit  never  destined  one  to  be 
More  royally  dowered  at  its  lowly  birth 
With  beauty  than  the  city  of  the  sea, 
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That  through  the  mist  of  long  imaginings 

Reverberant  over  an  endless  noon 

So  seems  to  hover  on  the  far  lagoon 

As  hanging  gardens  of  magnificent  kings 

Beneath  the  eastern  stars  and  the  eastern  moon : 

Venice,  a  city  of  refuge  for  the  soul 
When  no  sun  trembles  through  the  infinite  gray 
Of  northern  winter  and  the  twilight  day 
Sleeps  an  uneasy  sleep  and  chill  winds  roll 
Slow  clouds  distilling  silence  and  decay. 

And  so  the  weary  heart,  worn  in  the  quest 
For  the  secret  shrine  of  peace,  and  old  with  tears 
For  transience  of  human  hopes  and  fears, 
Sighs  for  the  island  city  of  the  blest 
Beyond  the  gloom  of  the  receding  years. 

Borne  for  a  space  upon  the  crested  wave 
Of  wonder  and  beauty  foaming  from  the  sea 
Loud  on  the  borders  of  mortality, 
There  not  in  vain  illusion  may  we  crave 
The  incarnation  of  an  ecstasy, 
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The  tangible  embodiment  of  dreams 
Dreamed  by  the  old  adventurers  of  art 
As  they  sailed  the  main  of  gold  beyond  the  chart 
Of  the  settled  world  and  the  familiar  streams 
Of  travelled  oceans, — men  who  dwelt  apart, 

Remembering  only  the  unearthly  stars 
Gleaming  along  the  further  seas  of  thought, 
The  lonely  voyaging  whence  they  had  brought 
No  treasure  of  pale  gems,  no  opulent  bars 
Of  tawny  gold,  but  only  the  dreams  they  sought. 

The  visionaries,  crowned  with  the  ages'  light, 
Fulfilled  the  visions :  tower  on  tower  arose, 
Rare  palaces  of  marble,  calm  repose 
Of  ordered  beauty,  worthy  of  the  might 
Of  an  imperial  city  and  her  imperial  foes. 

So  deepened  through  the  centuries  the  glow 
Of  life's  transfiguration  :  crimson  and  gold 
Flamed  back  the  sun  from  frescoes  manifold 
That  Titian  wrought, — for  he  could  not  foreknow 
The  slow  corrosions  of  the  seawinds  cold ; 
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Or  old  Bellini  whose  rare  colours  caught 
The  life  of  the  free  Venetian  pageantry  ; 
Carpaccio  and  the  sacred  mystery 
Of  martyred  Ursula  or  the  knight  who  fought 
The  writhing  dragon  of  lust  and  cruelty. 


And  so  when  winter  fades  into  the  plain  > 
And  the  preludes  of  the  symphony  of  spring 
Restore  the  deep  desire  of  wandering, 
The  malady  of  regret,  the  exquisite  pain 
For  older  memories  slowly  vanishing, 

The  lover  of  Venice,  in  all  other  lands 
An  exile,  goes  in  day's  deliberate  dream 
From  Padua  gliding  over  the  brown  flood-stream 
Of  Brenta  curving  to  the  broad  gray  strands 
Where  the  indolent  tides  of  Malamocco  gleam. 
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Thence  northward  turns  through  the  cool  evening  air 
As  the  sun  inflames  the  Euganean  hills 
And  the  scirocco  from  the  dim  sea  fills 
Red  sails  of  fishermen  who  quietly  fare 
Back  to  Chioggia ;  while  night  distils 

Broad  subtleties  of  colour  on  the  expanse 

Of  elusive  waters ;  first  pervasive  gray, 

A  luminous  mystery  of  immanent  day, 

Then  crimson,  gold,  pale  copper,  fade  and  glance 

Before  they  yield  to  darkness'  ancient  sway. 

It  is  no  darkness  of  original  night 

That  lies- beyond  the  reaches  of  the  sun, 

Where  even  dreams  die  in  oblivion ; 

But  the  low  west  flames,  day  poises  in  the  height 

On  the  wavering  wings  of  his  dominion. 

So  in  his  vision  glides  the  gondola's  prow 
Over  the  molten  pearl  of  the  lagoon. 
He  sees  the  fallen  stars  scattered  and  strewn, 
The  indented  ferro  shine  above  the  bow, 
The  pallor  of  looming  islands  fading  soon 
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Into  the  sea-mist.    Near  and  nearer  burns 
Between  the  water  and  the  drooping  sky 
The  light  of  Venice.    Now  he  can  descry 
The  dark  dome  of  San  Giorgio  as  he  turns 
To  cross  the  waters,  and  before  him  lie 

The  piazza  lamps  launching  a  path  of  fire 
Along  the  waves.    Then  calm  Salute's  tower, 
Unmoved  in  the  silver  anguish  of  that  hour, 
Seems  landmark  of  a  land  of  slain  desire 
Dark  on  the  hills  of  unattainable  power. 

Yet  as  the  radiant  Canalazzo  nears, 

Luring  him,  slowly  on  his  spirit  falls 

The  peace  of  ancient  things,  for  he  recalls 

The  strong  and  great  who  saw  the  dwindling  years 

Steal  oversea  beyond  those  glimmering  walls, 

Leaving  the  shadows  of  eternal  grace 

To  rest  upon  the  city  evermore 

Till  time  destroy  what  time  shall  not  replace, 

And  the  tide  of  beauty  ebb  from  the  silent  shore. 

March,  igi6. 
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EPILOGUE. 

"  Till  time  destroy  "  ;  for  even  destroying  time 
Reproves  the  malice  of  a  human  foe. 
Time  consummates  no  wanton  overthrow, 
But  makes  of  ruin  a  mystery  sublime, 
With  reverent  pity  laying  all  things  low. 

Then  if  the  invader  raise  irreverent  hands 
Unpitying  to  assail  this  temporal  shrine 
Of  the  eternal  beauty,  swift  condign 
Vengeance  shall  echo  from  all  human  lands 
That  reverence  and  pity  are  divine. 

June,  igi6. 


